The season was upon us, when the sun would
start its annual offensive, blazing away
eighteen hours a day. Sherre, too, as if imi-
tating the sun, imposed so much work upon
us that we could only puff and pant word-
lessly, remembering ruefully that only the
previous autumn we had approved his sowing
plan with great enthusiasm at the general
meeting. Officially Sherre was supposed to
have a six-field crop rotation system, but in
reality it was a much more complicated
affair. Sherre sowed hardly any grain crops.
He had about seven hectares of winter wheat,
besides a smallish field sown with oats and
barley in some remote part of the estate,
and he kept a bit of land for experimental
purposes; on this plot he had sown some
unheard-of species of rye, which, he declared,
would keep the peasants guessing, for they
would never recognize it as rye. So far it
was we and not the peasants who v/ere puz-
zled. Potatoes, beet, melons, cabbage, a veri-
table plantation of peas sprang up in many
varieties, very hard to distinguish from one
another. The boys used to say that Sherre was
spreading a regular counterrevolution in the
fields,

"He has kings, tsars, and queens all over
the  place!"  they  would  say.

And indeed, Sherre, dividing all the plots
by ideally straight boundary lines and hedges,
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